








Chats With the Editor 


The Boy With the 
But in His Life 


The boy with the but was called 
Uzziah. He became a king when he was 
only sixteen years old. 

He felt very young when he came to the 
throne, and he wasn’t at all sure of him- 
self. He asked the Lord to help him—and 
began to do some tremendous things! 

For instance, he invaded the land of the 
Philistines. These Philistines had bothered 
Israel for hundreds of years—ever since 
the days of Samson. Now Uzziah marched 
into the country, surrounded Ashdod, one 
of the Philistines’ most important cities, and 
captured it—then knocked the city wall 
down. Even David, who fought the Phil- 
istines all his life, mever was able to de- 
stroy the walls of any of their chief cities. 

So Uzziah conquered the Philistines. He 
fought the Arabians—and beat them. He 
battled the Mehunims—and beat them too. 
Even the Ammonites were afraid. The Am- 
monites had invaded Israel when Jephthah 
was judge, they had insulted messengers 
David sent to their capital city, they had 
not feared to fight even when the great 
Jehoshaphat was king. But with Uzziah rul- 
ing, the Ammonites sent gifts to Jerusalem 
without even being asked. 

The Bible says that Uzziah “did that 
which was right in the sight of the Lord. 
.. . And as long as he sought the Lord, 
God made him to prosper” (2 Chronicles 
26:4, 5). 

Uzziah became stronger and stronger. He 
fortified Jerusalem, building new towers. 
He didn’t have a Cape Canaveral, with elec- 
tronic scientists designing bigger and better 
missiles, but he did have a research depart- 
ment in his army, where “cunning men” 
invented machines for shooting arrows and 
stones farther than arrows or stones had 
ever been shot by anyone else before. 
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He did still more. If you were to travel 
today up through the barren wastelands of 
the far north, you would see radar installa- 
tions that have been built by the United 
States and Canada to give warning if enemy 
planes or rockets should try to attack these 
two countries. 

Uzziah had his outpost warning stations, 
too. In the desert, far from Jerusalem, he 
built towers and manned them with sol- 
diers, so that attacking armies would be met 
long before they got to the capital ci 
and messengers could be sent to warn 
soldiers in Jerusalem to prepare for a siege. 

Uzziah grew rich, too, while he served 
the Lord. After a while he had so many cat- 
tle there wasn’t water enough for them all, 
and he had to have wells dug to make use 
of large pastures for his huge herds of cows 
and sheep and goats. 

It’s too bad the story doesn’t end there, 
isn’t it? Uzziah is a good king. He’s becom- 
ing stronger and richer year after year as 
he serves the Lord. 

Unfortunately, the story doesn’t end 
there. In verse 16 of 2 Chronicles 26 comes 
that terrible word but. Reading in verse 15, 
we find that Uzziah “was marvellously 
helped, till he was strong. BUT when he 
was strong, his heart was lifted up to his 
destruction: for he transgressed against the 
Lord his God.” Uzziah tried to offer incense 
in the Temple, something only the priests 
were supposed to do. The high priest 
warned him not to do it, but he persisted, 
even when eighty priests tried to stop him. 
Suddenly leprosy appeared on his fore- 
head, and he was a leper till he died. His 
son had to rule the kingdom instead of him. 

What a shame that such a good life was 
spoiled by a but! 

Is there a but in your life? Are you good 
in ever so many ways, but do you still in- 
sist on having your own way in one or two 
things that are wrong? 

Let’s get rid of the buts! Let’s be like 
good King Josiah. The Bible says, “he did 
that which was right in the sight of th 
Lord . . .sand declined neither to the righ 
hand, nor to the left.” 

There were no buts in Josiah’s life. Let 
there not be any in ours! 


Your friend, 


a Wanerel? 
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Mysterious Man 


on the Station Platform 


By ELLEN M. 


Gr day when I was a girl,” my friend 
Lilly told me once, “my foster mother 
handed me a letter that had just come in the 
mail. ‘Grandma says that grandfather is ill 
and not expected to live. He wants to see his 
little Lilly before he dies, and she asks that 
you come to visit them as soon as possible.’ 

“By three o'clock the next afternoon I was 
on my way. It would be an overnight trip 
with little to do on the train except to look 
out the window, eat my lunch, and wonder 
if grandfather would live till I reached him. 


ROBINSON 


I was very fond of my grandparents, and 
they were fond of me. Sometimes I wished I 
had gone to live with them, as they wanted 
me to do when I was eight years old and my 
mother died. 

“Early the next afternoon my train 
reached Chicago, and I changed for Ke- 
nosha, reaching there about four o'clock. 
Here it was necessary to change again. I 
went at once to the ticket office and asked, 
‘When does the train leave for Bristol?’ 

To page 15 


A man I had never seen got off the train, gave a coin to a boy standing near me, and asked him to 
show me where Pastor Martin lived. Then he got back on the train and left. | didn’t ask his name. 
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RANDMA ERICKSON was about the 
most comfortable person anyone would 
want to have about the place. She saw a joke 
every time she heard one. She was always in- 
teresting to talk to. And she was always try- 
ing to make everyone happy and content. 
People liked to tell her things. And I sup- 
pose that was why she was the first to hear 
about Aunt Laurene’s wedding. 

It was a balmy afternoon in early May 
when Grandma Erickson called Sandra into 
the little apartment Sandra’s mother and 
father had fixed up for her when grandpa 
passed away. 

The clouds were vapor wisps that day, 
and the wind carried exciting perfumes 
from trees and grass and flowers. Grand- 
ma’s dimity curtains were sailing on that 
same breeze when Sandra seated herself be- 
side Grandma Erickson’s rocker. 

“The wind feels as though something 
new and wonderful is about to happen,” 
Sandra said dreamily. “I wish whatever it is 
would hurry up!” 
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Sandra looked neither left nor right, hoping the 
girls wouldn’t see what she had on. But, of course, 
they did. Horrified, they gasped—and tittered! 
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“You certainly have a good nose!” 
grandma laughed. “Something exciting is 
about to happen. I have the information 
firsthand, and I have been given the privi- 
lege of passing it on. Seeing you are my 
only granddaughter, I think I'll start with 
you. 

Grandma winked her blue eyes in the lit- 
tle teasing gesture she had and brushed 
back a stray lock of silvering hair. Then 
she went on rocking furiously, and knitting 
just as fast. 

“There was a letter from your Aunt Lau- 
rene in this morning's mail,” she said, enjoy- 
ing every word. “She is to be married on the 
last day of June and is coming to Wilming- 
ton for the ceremony.” 

Sandra’s dark eyes flashed. She was just 
like all the other millions of girls in the 
world. She enjoyed a wedding. “Wonder- 
ful!” she cried, and whirled around Grandma 
Erickson’s rocker twice before coming to 
rest at the window. 

“Do you know who her husband will be? 
Is he nice?” she asked. 

“I don’t know,” grandma said. “But if I 
know Laurene, and I ought to, then I'll guess 
that she’s marrying the handsomest, kindest 
young man a person could ever wish to see.” 

“Oh, I can’t wait!” Sandra stamped her 
foot impatiently. “She'll be a lovely bride 
with her dark hair and rosy cheeks. I'll be 
there to try and catch her bouquet.” 

Grandma reminded her that bouquet- 
catching was for bridesmaids only. 

Sandra said, “Seeing you got the news first, 
Grandma, it is your job to tell mother. But 


please hurry, because I'll burst if you wait 
too long.” 

All the time she did her piano practice, 
Sandra kept one ear strained for the sound 
of the car coming in the drive. As soon 
as mother appeared she said, “Mother, 
grandma wants to see you right away.” 

She chuckled as she thought of how soon 
she and her mother would be planning her 
dress for the wedding. Of course, there 
would be a new one, and weddings gave a 
person a chance to use her imagination. On 
such occasions one could wear lacy flimsy 
things that looked as if they had come out of 
a storybook, without having the practical 
people say that they were impractical. 

With real vigor Sandra pounced into 
mother’s arms when she returned from 
grandmother's apartment. 

“What are you going to wear to the wed- 
ding, Mother? What am I going to wear?” 

Mrs. Erickson held up her hands. “Take 
it easy, dear daughter. The news is still ring- 
ing in my ears. How could I have decided 
already what we will wear?” 

Sandra was not an easy person to put off. 
Within twenty-four hours it was all decided 
that she would wear a silky, swishy taffeta 
dress of lavender and lace. And within the 
next twenty-four hours after that just about 
every girl friend Sandra had knew about the 
lavender dress. 

Grandma Erickson got busy right away 
and made herself a becoming pale-blue 
dress, and Sandra and her mother went to 
town with her to choose a hat for it. 

To page 16 


The Dress Sandra Wore 
to the Wedding 


By IVY R. DOHERTY 
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CHAPTER 7 


Ayesha, Beloved of God 


By NORMA R. YOUNGBERG 


peony scarcely breathed as she cowered 
under the bed in the children’s room. 
She tried to pray, but no words would come. 
She tried to think about God, and her 
thoughts tumbled about wildly in her mind. 
Only one thing was clear to her. She would 
not return to Islam. She had found the way 
to the living God and she could not turn 
back now—better to die. 

Little Ruth must have gone to call the 
teacher, for Ayesha heard the teacher’s wife 
asking the men onto the front porch. “Come 
in and sit down,” she said. “I have sent my 
daughter to call the teacher, and he will be 
here in a few minutes.” 

After this there was a minute or two of si- 
lence. It must be that the teacher’s wife had 
come into the house and was finishing her 
work in the kitchen. 

Then she heard her uncles talking in low 
voices. She could not make out what they 
were saying, but once Uncle Ali raised his 
voice and said, “Heathen dogs!” 

Then the front door opened and closed, 
and loud, angry voices filled her ears. The 
teacher had come in. 

“What do you mean by stealing away the 
daughter of Hadji Mudin? We have re- 
ported you to the government officers, and 
they will come and get you and have you 
sent out of this country at once. Do you not 
know that it is forbidden to turn a Mo- 
hammedan from her religion?” 

Many more angry words followed, with 
threats and cursings. Finally Ayesha could 
hear the teacher speaking. She had to lift 
her head to listen, because his voice was not 
loud like the voices of the two uncles. 

“My friends, I am sorry you are so dis- 
turbed about this matter. I did not ask your 
niece to come here. I did not bring her 
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here. She came of her own free will and by 
her own wish. I do not even know what 
means she used to come to this house.” 

Here the uncles interrupted with loud 
cries of anger. “We know that you sent a 
tobacco merchant to fetch her from Middle 
Gardens. There are people who saw her in 
the merchant’s bendy.” 

The teacher paid no attention to this out- 
burst, but went on speaking calmly. “It is 
our custom to welcome guests who come to 
our house with kindness. It is not our cus- 
tom to keep them against their will. If Aye- 
sha wants to go home with you, we will do 
nothing to prevent it. On the other hand, we 
will never force her to leave our house if she 
chooses to stay.” 

“Call the girl,” Uncle Ali shouted. 

“The stupid wretch,” Uncle Hassim said. 
“Bring her out and let us talk with her. We 
will soon bring her to her senses.” 

Then Ayesha heard the teacher calling 
her name. He went out to the kitchen and 
back to the servant's quarters where the two 
house boys slept, and then he came back 
through the house, calling, “Ayesha, 
Ayesha.” 

Ayesha did not answer. She pressed 
against the wall under the bed and held her 
breath as long as she could. 

Then she heard footsteps in the room and 
saw the teacher’s wife looking under the 
bed at her. “Come out, Ayesha. You will 
have to face this sooner or later. Be a brave 
girl. Just tell them you choose to stay here.” 

Ayesha crawled out, but she trembled all 
over; and as she stood before her two uncles 
they looked at her with sharp and angry 
eyes. Ayesha knew they could see her fear 
and misery. She knew that her clean dress 
was soiled and that her hair was tumbled 
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Uncle Ali took a golden necklace from a wooden box and -held it up. “This will be yours, Ayesha,” 
he said, “as soon as you come home.” Ayesha pondered. She knew the kind of lies her uncles told. 


about her face and her eyes were red from 
crying. 

“Ayesha, your grandfather is sick. He is 
sick with distress over what you have done. 
If you do not come home with us he will 
surely die, and you will be his murderer.” It 
was Uncle Ali who said this. 

“You are a stupid girl.” Uncle Hassim 
held his voice down, trying to be calm. “Get 
your clothes right away and come with us 
and let’s have an end to this foolishness. 
Nothing will be done to you.” 

Then Ayesha drew herself up to her full 
five feet and looked at her uncles. “I do not 
believe a word you have said. I know that if 
I come home with you I will be your pris- 
oner and you will watch me all the time. I 
know that my grandfather is not sick. You 
have lied to me many times. I will not go 
with you. I came here of my own wish. I 
will stay.” 

“Is it your intention to become a Chris- 
tian?” Uncle Hassim spat as he pronounced 
the hateful word. 


“It is my intention to become a Christian 
and to worship the living God and His Son, 
Tuhan Isa, who is the true and living 
Prophet.” Ayesha’s voice was calm now, and 
she saw that her uncles were amazed at her 
boldness. 

The two men spoke to the teacher again. 
“You must have fed her strong medicine to 
make her act like this. She is not ordinarily 
so thickheaded and stubborn. We will come 
again.” 

“Tell my grandfather that I still love him 
more than any person in the world,” Ayesha 
called after them as they went out the door. 

They hurried away without a backward 
look, and the teacher and his wife stood 
looking at Ayesha. 

“You said exactly the right thing,” the 
teacher told her. “You made it clear that you 
came here of your own will and that you in- 
tend to stay. I just wonder what they will do 
next.” 

“They will take it to the government I 
think.” Ayesha sank down on the floor. 
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“No, I don’t think they will do that. They 
have no case. You can see now why we 
asked you to find your own way to our 
house. That was very important. God was 
guiding us. Next time perhaps they will 
bring your grandfather along.” 

“They will never bring my grandfather,” 
Ayesha said. “He is a Hadji, and he will 
never come to this house. The chief of Mid- 
dle Gardens may come, but my grandfather 
will not come. I know him. He really loves 
me and he wants me to learn things and be 
happy. He is a wise man.” 

The afternoon was far gone, and everyone 
hurried to finish the preparations for the 
Sabbath. As the sun sank below the horizon 
the sound of singing boys swelled in the 
distance. Ayesha looked out the window and 
saw the boys marching from their school 
dormitories two by two up the hill toward 
the teacher’s house. They were all dressed 
in clean clothes, and they sang as they came. 

Again Ayesha sat in the children’s room 
and listened to the lovely music. She re- 
membered what the teacher’s wife had said 
about songs, and for the first time in her life 
she wished that she knew how to sing. Per- 
haps one must be a Christian first. 

The teacher's wife came into the room 
and tucked the little girls into bed after the 
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worship was ended, and then she sat down 
on the floor beside Ayesha. 

“Don’t be discouraged, my child,” she said 
as she took Ayesha’s hand in hers. “It is a 
hard thing you have done. Few would have 
the courage to do it. God loves you. He has 
called you. You are safe.” 

“Maybe you don’t understand.” Ayesha 
gripped the white hand that held hers. 
“Maybe you don’t realize that people who 
leave Islam are often killed. I must be al- 
ways like a wild animal, looking for the 
hunters and keeping watch on all sides, 
night and day.” 

“I know, I know,” the woman said. “But 
you are learning to trust in God, and He 
will take away your fear. You are one of His 
beloved children, and He will take care of 
you in the best way. Just trust Him.” 

As Ayesha snuggled under her blanket 
that night, she felt something warm grow- 
ing in her heart. It was the first fluttering of 
love for this white woman. At last she had a 
mother. But along with this cozy feeling the 
old hatred still lived, the hatred for her own 
mother who had done such a great wrong. 

The next morning they walked over to 
the village, and as they walked Ayesha 
spoke to the teacher’s wife about it again. 

To page 18 















Walter's Angry Letter 


By JOSEPH PAPARA 


agp was an expert mechanic. He 
was still young, but he had a good job, 
and it looked as if he was on his way to 
making a great name for himself. 

But he had a terrible temper. Little things 
would send him into a rage. 

At the age of 27 he was a roundhouse 
foreman for the Denver and Rio Grande 
Western Railroad. One day he received 
a letter from his superintendent, criticizing 
him. Nothing serious was involved, but when 
Walter read the words of censure his blood 
boiled. He sat down at once and wrote a 
blistering reply—even though jobs were 













































































scarce and he had a wife and baby to 
support. 

Nothing happened for several days. Then 
the superior summoned him into his office 
and greeted him pleasantly. 

“Come in, Walt,” he smiled. “I want you 
to look at some new drawings I have re- 
ceived.” 

While they discussed the blueprints at 
length, the boss praised Walter’s work, and 
the young man’s anger gradually melted 
away. Then, when Walter was completely 
relaxed, the older man said, “Walt, you've 
got a great future ahead of you. I'd hate to 
see you throw it away because of your tem- 
per. Now and then I get a letter that makes 
me angry. I guess everybody does. You know 
what I do when that happens?” 

He reached into his desk and pulled out 
Walter's letter. 

“I put it in a drawer for a few days until 
I've calmed down,” the older man contin- 
ued. “By that time, I’m not angry enough 
to write a nasty reply.” 

Walter sheepishly murmured his apolo- 
gies and left the office. It was the last time 
he wrote a letter while he was angry. 

But it was not the last time he wrote a 
letter. Nor was it the last time anyone 
heard of him. Walter went on and up in 
his trade, getting better and better jobs. He 
set up in business on his own, making cars. 
Today everyone who has seen a Chrysler car 
knows something about that young man, 
for his full name was Walter P. Chrysler, 
and he it was—after he learned to control 
his temper—who became the head of the 
giant Chrysler Corporation. 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 
The superintendent took the letter from a drawer. 
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The Silver and the Gold 


By BONNIE 


| pew mountain started out as a gentle 
slope. Cameron and his father turned 
off the paved highway and onto the gravel 
road that headed for the mountain. For a 
few miles the road followed the wildly 
beautiful Smith River. There was gold in 
that river bed, Cameron knew. It had been 
washed down by the gold miners of the 
eatly days when they mined the smaller 
streams. 

Cameron and his dad were miners too. 
Dad was prospecting for nickel ore for a 
mining company, and Cameron was going 
to be camp cook for dad. He could cook 
oatmeal and beans and potatoes, and what 
else does a miner need? He felt very grown 
up. Of course, all his time wouldn’t be taken 
up with cooking. There would be time for 
prospecting too. He thought of the shiny 
new gold pan that dad had bought for him 
when they got their grubstake in Crescent 
City. Maybe he would strike it rich! 

The road was getting steeper now. The 
old pickup leaped along, eager to reach the 
top. They had turned away from the river, 
and were heading up a rocky, rutty trail 
that was surely meant for goats or deer, 
not pickups. The goat trail wound around 
and around, always climbing. Timber line 
came, and was left far behind. Low brush 
hugged the jagged slopes now, with occa- 
sionally a lone, scrubby pine tree bravely 
struggling for growth. 

Then they were on top of the ridge, and 
the whole world was spread out below them. 
Neighboring ranges lay blue and hazy in 
the distance. They could see fire breaks 
slashed across far hills. The road they had 
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followed stretched away down the moun- 
tain like the coils of a brown snake. 

“How far is it to camp, Dad?” queried 
Cameron. 

“About a half hour’s drive from here, 
son,” his father smiled. “There’s a spring 
around the next turn, and we'll stop and 
get us and old Leapin’ Lena a drink. She's 
getting hot with this long climb.” He patted 
the dusty dashboard of the pickup. “She’s 
a pretty faithful old wreck to make this 
rough trip with no breakdowns.” 

Around the curve and there was the 
spring. How deliciously refreshing its ice- 
cold water tasted! The thirsty miners filled 
their canteens and Lena’s radiator, then 
started on again. Dad pointed down the 
road. “Camp is over the next rise. We're 
almost there.” He mopped his perspiring 
brow with his red bandana. The sun was 
high, and heat waves shimmered from the 
rocks. Cameron wondered what kind of 
camp it would be. He didn’t see any shade 
of any kind anywhere. Then Leapin’ Lena’s 
nose turned down the side of the mountain, 
rounded a huge boulder, and braked to a 
stop. 

“Here we are, son.” Dad’s grin was broad 
as he squinted at the sun. Cameron drew 
in his breath. 

“Boy, Dad! How did you ever find this 
place? It’s like an oasis in the desert!” 

A clump of tall Douglas fir trees sur- 
rounded three deep, rocky pools of crystal 
water. A tiny spring bubbled out between 
the rocks, feeding the pools and trickling 
down the mountain in a small stream. Dad’s 
tent was already pitched near the spring. 








Close by was a table, with benches made 
of saplings. Near the table was a rough fire- 
place made of the strangely shaped rectan- 
gular rocks that lay in abundance all over 
the mountain. “Most of these rocks have 
nickel in them, and some contain asbes- 
tos,” dad explained. 

Cameron examined the gray-green stones. 
“Do you think there’s any gold in the creek, 
Dad?” 

“Ha, ha! Sure, son, you'll get some color 
from that creek. Anxious to try that gold 
pan, aren’t you?” dad tousled Cameron’s 
hair. “There'll be plenty of time for that 
later. Right now, let’s fix some grub. I’m as 
hungry as a she-bear with cubs!” 

From the grub box Cameron took oil, 

tatoes, onions, and soon had them sizzling 

the black iron skillet over the fire. Dad 
unloaded the pickup and stowed the sup- 
plies in the tent while Cameron stirred 
the food. 

“Yep, I hired me a good camp cook.” Dad 
smiled at his son across the table as he 
loaded his plate with a third helping of po- 
tatoes, sliced tomatoes, corn, and beans. 
Cameron smiled back with his mouth full of 
food, wondering whether any human being 
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All afternoon Cameron worked. By evening there was a pile of gold flecks in the bottom of his pan. 


could be happier than he was right then. 

That evening after prayers the miners 
crawled into their sleeping bags in the tent. 
Through the open flap Cameron watched 
the twinkling stars and the dying flames 
of the fire. He could hear the trickle of the 
little spring as it ran down the rocks, and 
he thought of the gold he would pan the 
next day. 

It seemed he had hardly closed his eyes 
when dad was waking him up again. He 
had built the fire, and as he assembled his 
gear for the day Cameron cooked the oat- 
meal. Dad would be working not far from 
camp, so Cameron could run back and 
forth to check on him and to keep the fire 
going and stir the beans. He gathered a 
good pile of fire wood, and then he was free 
to try his luck at panning. 

All afternoon he knelt by the creek, wash- 
ing handfuls of dirt from the bank and bot- 
tom until he had nothing but fine, black 
sand in the gold pan. He held it up to the 
sun and it gleamed and sparkled. Surely 
he must have something valuable here! Of 
course, the gold flecks in the black sand 
might be mica, but it looked just like the 

To page 16 
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"LL be back tomorrow, dear,” said Pastor 
Robinson as he kissed his wife good-by. 
“So soon?” she questioned. “I thought it 

would take you longer.” 

“No,” he answered. “It will take us four or 
five hours to drive down in the truck. But 
coming back,” he grinned, “will take only 
fifteen minutes.” 

Mrs. Robinson smiled. “What wonderful 
inventions airplanes are.” 

For the past two months Pastor Robin- 


son’s plane had been grounded in the | 


village of Tehuitzingo. The Robinson! 
lived in Puebla. To reach Tehuitzingo by 
road was a very difficult task. The people 
did not often come out of the village. It was 
a beautiful place in a valley, and the vil- 
lagers had everything they thought they 
needed. They had fertile fields to grow their 
corn and rice. The women sewed their own 
clothes. Cows supplied milk and, all in all, 
the villagers were happy and content. 

The priests there were friendly to Pastor 
Robinson, and one day they invited him to 
visit the village for a special religious meet- 
ing. When the men of the village heard he 
was coming they began to make ready a 
landing strip in one of the fields. For days 
they labored with shovels and rakes, until 
they had the strip finished. 
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As the plane came down on the landing strip, some- 
thing suddenly went wrong and the pilot lost control. 




















































Meanwhile, back in Puebla, the Robin- 
sons were preparing for the trip. Puebla is 
the third largest city in Mexico and is also 
the capital of the state of Puebla. The mis- 
sion office is located there for the Inter- 
Oceanic territory. Pastor Robinson thought 
it would be very nice if his wife accompa- 
nied him to Tehuitzingo for this special 
service. 

In order to enter the church, Mrs. Robin- 
son knew she would need a mantilla to 
cover her head. So she immediately bor- 
rowed one. Pastor Robinson saw to it that 
the plane was clean and in condition for 
the flight. When the big day arrived, they 
were airborne only fifteen minutes when 
the pastor brought the plane down in the 
clearing outside the village. 

Crowds gathered around to help Pastor 
and Mrs. Robinson from the plane. Don- 
keys were waiting for them to ride the short 
distance to the cathedral on the village 
square. The church members seemed pleased 
that a Protestant minister from the city had 
come to visit them. They escorted him and 
his wife right up onto the rostrum. 

After the service, the priest invited the 
pastor and his wife to his quarters for din- 
ner. As they ate, they talked on various 
topics . . . the weather, the crops, the United 
States, and last of all, religion. Pastor Robin- 
son was careful not to offend the priest. His 
friendly smile and his sincere attitude won 
the heart of Father Gonzales, who invited 
him to return to the village to visit and to 
study the Bible with him. 

All too soon, it was time to leave. “Adios, 
adios,” called the pastor and his wife as 
they climbed into the plane. The villagers 
waved, and soon the little plane was off the 
ground and rising above the fence, over the 
treetops, out of sight. 

The pastor returned to the village several 
times. Then, two months ago, he let one of 


the other fliers use the plane. It was time for 
spring planting. The villagers had asked 
for some seed to be flown down to them 
from the city. Unfortunately, the pilot was 
not accustomed to the homemade landing 
strip. When he came in for the landing he 
ground-looped and damaged the plane. And 
there the plane remained grounded in 
Tehuitzingo. 

Pastor Robinson was heartbroken. He 
wasted no time, however, in finding an old 
friend in Puebla who was a mechanic. Jorge, 
the mechanic, spent many hours working on 
the plane. He had to travel from Puebla to 
the village with new parts. It was a tiring 
trip. He could drive for an hour on the 
paved highway. But at the town of Matamo- 
ros, the road ended. For the next thirty miles 
he had to drive along a winding river bed 
over rocks and gravel. 

Finally the day had come when the plane 
was ready for use again. Jorge had just 
driven up outside the pastor’s house in his 
old truck. He honked the horn, and Pastor 
Robinson picked up his brief case. 

As Mrs. Robinson recalled all the events 
of the past few months, she was suddenly 
and abruptly brought back to the present. 
Her husband’s strong arm squeezed her 
tightly as he said, “I'll fly over the house 
when I reach the city. Then you'll know 
I’m home safely.” 

“All right, dear,” she answered. “I'll be 
praying for you.” 

Pastor Robinson bounded down the steps 
to the waiting truck. 

“I have a drum of gasoline for the plane 
by that door, boss,” Jorge called. “Better get 
in this way.” He slid out to let the pastor in. 
“Wish I were coming back with you. Flying 
will be a lot faster than winding up that 
river bed.” 

“I wish you were too, Jorge, but I guess 
someone has to bring the truck home.” 


Father Gonzales knew one of the secrets, and 


Mrs. Robinson knew the other. Both had something to 


do with saving a missionary’s life. 
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With a sput and a sputter, the two men 
and the truck were bouncing down the road. 
Mrs. Robinson waved from the front porch 
and then went into the house to continue 
her work. 

The men arrived safely in Tehuitzingo. 
They had dinner in a little restaurant and 
then headed for the field to put the finishing 
touches on the plane. The final job was to 
empty the gasoline into the gas tank. Then 
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LOVELY DAY 
By ENOLA CHAMBERLIN 


Each morning when | wink and blink 
And finally open my eyes I think, 
As | see the dark has gone away, 
“What a lovely, lovely, lovely day!" 
For if the sun is shining bright, 

And giving lots of warmth and light, 
That's fine for many things. But grain 
And corn and orchards need the rain. 
And so no matter if the sky 

Is dark with brooding clouds, still I, 
As | think of gardens, gladly say, 
“What a lovely, lovely, lovely day!" 
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they returned to the village for a good 
night’s rest. 

Early the next morning the men were 
awakened by the sounds of stirring villagers. 

“What's that noise, Jorge?” the pastor 
asked as he heard a “put-put-put” nearby. 

“Oh,” laughed Jorge, “I’m used to that. It 
has served me like an alarm clock these last 
few weeks when I’ve been down here work- 
ing on the plane. It is the one and only gas- 
oline motor in the village. The women use 
it to grind their corn.” 

“Well,” said Pastor Robinson, “we'd bet- 
ter be getting ready. Maybe some of the 
men can go out to the field with us and help 
us Clear the strip.” 

Soon a large crowd was following the 
mechanic and the pastor. They swept the 
strip with brooms, and the pastor climbed 
into the plane. The familiar feel of the 
cockpit, the sight of the instrument panel, 
and the touch of the stick thrilled him. 

“That’s a nice young man,” Father Gon- 
zales whispered to the mechanic. “You're 
sure the plane is all right?” 

“Positive.” 
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“He’s an Adventist minister,” the priest 
went on. “He doesn’t believe the way you 
and I do. But he’s a good man and I like 
him. I don’t want anything to happen to 
him. Don’t tell him, but this morning I 
slipped out here alone and said a prayer for 
him. I want him to get home safely.” 

Above the roar of the motor, Jorge called 
to the pastor, “See you in Puebla tonight.” 

The pastor lifted his hand and waved to 
the crowd, and was off. The plane rose like 
a mighty bird and circled once. Looking 
down on the villagers and the priest, Pastor 
Robinson prayed that his influence would 
help some of them, someday, to come closer 
to Jesus. The plane was soon a tiny dot in 
the distance. 

The sky was clear, perfect for flying. The 
hum of the motor made Pastor Robinson 
feel at home. The city of Puebla came into 
sight. 

Down at 31 Poniente Street, Mrs. Robin- 
son listened for the sound of the plane. She 
couldn’t help but feel anxious for her hus- 
band’s safe return. A prayer was on her lips 
almost constantly as she hurried to do her 
morning chores. The milk had to be boiled. 
The baby had to be bathed. 

But soon there it was! She listened. Yes, 
that was the old BT, all right. She ran out to 
the patio. Right overhead, circling, spar- 
kling in the sunlight, was her husband’s 
plane. The wings dipped and Mrs. Robin- 
son waved her apron. 

“Thank You, God,” she murmured as she 
made her way back into the house. “Thank 
You for bringing him home safely.” 

When the pastor reached the airport and 
was just preparing to bring the plane down, 
a stfange sput-a-put, sput-a-put came from 
the engine. It choked and then that was all 
—nothing more. He tried everything he 
knew to get it going again, but it would not 
start. The plane glided downward and set- 
tled on the paved runway. The men at the 
airport ran out to greet him. 

“I don’t know what's wrong with her,” 
Pastor Robinson said. “The motor stopped 
just as I was coming in.” 

“Look at that needle,” one of the men 
said. “The tank is empty.” 

“The gas gauge is broken,” the pastor 
answered. “The mechanic didn’t have time 
to fix it. But we have a full tank. Put a whole 
drum in last night.” 

“Well, we'll have the mechanic check it 
when he gets in.” 








“Good enough, good enough. Think I'll 
go on home now.” 

Mrs. Robinson was waiting, and happily 
greeted her husband as he pushed open the 
gate. 

“God is good,” she answered after hearing 
his experience. 

Later in the evening, Jorge dropped by 
the pastor’s house. “Know the trouble?” he 
asked. 

The pastor shook his head. 

“No gas, boss. You were lucky, just plain 
6. that you were right over the airport.” 

“How can that be, Jorge? We filled the 
tank last night.” 

Jorge shook his head. “Remember the 
gasoline motor we heard this morning? 
That’s the only thing I can figure. The 
women didn’t realize the danger in what 
they were doing. They must have needed 
some extra gasoline and helped themselves 
from the plane’s gas tank. 

Mrs. Robinson buried her face in her 
hands as she thought about what might have 
happened. “It wasn’t luck, Jorge,” she an- 
swered. “I’m sure the angels must have been 
holding up the wings of the plane until it 
reached a safe place to come down.” 

“Tl tell you a secret,” said Jorge. “Father 
Gonzales said a prayer for you this morning 
before you took off.” 

“I appreciate that, Jorge,’ answered the 
pastor thoughtfully. “I know it is only by 
prayer that I’m alive tonight.” 

I appreciate it, too. I’m glad that the 
priest had the best interest of Pastor Robin- 
son in his heart. More than that, I appreciate 
the love and care that our heavenly Father 
has for each of His children. I’ve thanked 
God many times for protecting Pastor Rob- 
inson on that trip. 

And now I'll tell YOU a secret. If you'll 
look under the title of this story, you'll see 
why I’m so glad Pastor Robinson got back 
safely. You see, he’s my husband. 





Mysterious Man on the Station 
Platform 


From page 3 


“To my dismay, the ticket agent an- 
swered, “Your train left an hour ago; there 
will not be another for Bristol until three 
o'clock tomorrow afternoon.’ 

“This meant that I would have to remain 
in the city all night. I had never been away 


from home at night before. Here I was, a 
timid girl of fourteen, in a strange city 
without one person that I knew, afraid to go 
to a hotel and afraid to stay in the station. 

“While I was standing on the platform 
wondering what to do a passenger train 
thundered in. As it stopped, a pleasant- 
faced, middle-aged gentleman stepped off 
and came up to me. A boy about ten years 
old was standing near. 

““My lad, do you know where Pastor 
Martin lives?’ the gentleman asked. 

““Yes, sir,’ the boy replied. 

“Placing a coin in the boy’s hand, the man 
said, ‘Will you kindly take this young lady 
to his home?’ So saying, he jumped on the 
train, which was already moving out of the 
station, and was soon out of sight. 

“The little boy took me to the minister’s 
home, where a pleasant lady met me at the 
door. 

““We shall be glad to have you stay with 
us tonight, she said when I explained the 
trouble I was in. ‘My husband is away, and 
my three daughters and I are here alone.’ 

“They made my stay with them very 
pleasant. But when I asked about the kind 
gentleman on the station platform, they had 
no idea who it could have been. They did 
not remember ever seeing anyone who an- 
swered to the description that I gave. The 
whole thing had happened so suddenly and 
was over so quickly that I had not thought to 
ask the man who he was. 

“The youngest girl in the home was about 
my age. In the morning we went down to 
the lake shore together, and after dinner she 
went with me to the train, stopping on the 
way to buy me a basket of peaches. 

“I went on my journey puzzled. Who was 
the kind gentleman who helped a timid, 
frightened girl in a strange city? From that 
day to this, I have never seen or heard of 
him. Where did he come from? How did he 
know that I was there and needed help? 
How did he know where to send me? Why 
did he not tell me who he was? 

“Grandfather was still living when I 
reached his home, and we had several pleas- 
ant weeks together. 

“For years I wondered about that kind 
man, until after I was grown, when I took 
lessons from a Bible instructor and learned 
about the heavenly angels. There is no doubt 
in my mind now that had he given me his 
name, it would have been one of God’s 
ministering angels.” 
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The Silver and the Gold 
From page 11 


gold dust he had seen in dad’s sample bot- 
tles. And loose gold was found in black 
sand, too. He knew that! 

Oh, it must be gold! He hardly dared to 
hope that he had struck it rich! Could a 
little boy make a strike in a creek that had 
been used as a campsite by prospectors and 
gold miners for a hundred years? They 
probably thought it was such a small creek 
that it wasn’t worth their time prospecting. 
Oh, the things he would buy with the 
money from his mine! First of all, a new 
pickup for dad, some new furniture for 
mom, and a new car so she could drive to 
town when she needed to go, and a horse 
for himself and his two little brothers who 
had stayed at home with mom. 

“Dad! Look! Look at what I panned!” 
he panted breathlessly as his father came 
into camp for supper. He held out his jar 
of black sand. “Is it gold, Dad?” 

“You panned all that? You've really been 
working, haven’t you?” Dad’s eyes twinkled 
as he took the jar. “Let’s take a closer look 
at it.” He took out his magnifying glass. He 
spread the black sand thinly on a piece 
of white paper and studied it through the 
glass. He grinned at Cameron. “Sure 
enough, son, that’s gold. And you see this 
other black stuff with the colored sparkles 
in it? That's platinum.” 

“Wow!” yelled Cameron. “We've struck 
it rich! Quit your job, Dad, and let’s stake 
out a claim right here! Gold and platinum! 
Yipee!” 

“Whoa there, now, slow down. This 
really is gold and platinum, but I don’t 
think there’s enough of it to pay us for set- 
ting up a mine.” 

“Oh.” Cameron’s voice was small and 
weak. “But how about panning?” he asked 
hopefully. “Could I make a pile panning?” 

“Well, now, that depends on the size of 
pile you’re after, son. You can go hard at 
it and pan all day, and in a month’s time you 
could have, say, thirty dollars’ worth panned. 
Is that a big enough pile?” 

“I was hoping for about thirty thousand,” 
Cameron said dejectedly. “I thought we 
could be rich.” 

Dad’s iron-muscled arm drew the boy 
close. “The Lord doesn’t want some of His 
people to be rich, Cam. He told His disciples 
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that it would be easier for a camel to go 
through the eye of a needle than for a rich 
man to enter heaven. Besides, we have a 
rich Father. He owns the world. “The silver 
is mine, and the gold is mine,’ He says. He'll 
give us just as much as we need.” 

“I guess He's saving it for us in heaven, 
isn't He?” Cameron said with a little sigh. 

“Sure enough, son. Even the streets are 
gold up there. Now pull your lip up and 
let's enjoy the riches that He gives us for 
free here on this earth. Look at the stars, 
sparkling like a million diamonds. Feel th 
warmth of this cheerful fire. And how about 
this beautiful mountain, with all the trees 
and rocks and animals? And I feel espe- 
cially rich because He’s given me a good, 
strong son.” 

Cameron gave his dad a “bear hug,” 
squeezing as hard as he could, while dad 
tightened his muscles and twisted his face 
in make-believe pain. Then they both 
laughed and pounded each other on the 
back. 

“I'm a child of the King,” Cameron sang 
as he dished up the steaming beans and 
dad cut the bread for supper. Afterward, 
by the fire, dad read from the Psalms about 
God’s goodness. Then he turned to Revela- 
tion and read of the beauties of the new 
earth. Cameron knew that he was already 
rich beyond measure. 


The Dress Sandra Wore to the 
Wedding 


From page 5 


Another day, when Sandra and her mother 
were in town, Sandra saw the very dress she 
had hoped for. It was so very pretty! And 
Mrs. Erickson knew she would be very, very 
busy peparing for the wedding, so they de- 
cided right there in the store to buy the 
dress instead of making one. 

With the greatest secrecy, the dress was 
carried home and placed, still in its box, in 
the top of Sandra’s clothes closet. 

With the same utmost secrecy Grandma 
Erickson purchased many skeins of beauti- 
ful pale green silk thread and settled in 
her rocking chair, hour after hour, day after 
day, crocheting as furiously as she rocked, 
until at last, two weeks before the wedding, 
she finished what she considered to be a 
very handsome crocheted dress for Sandra 





to wear to the wedding. She wrapped it 
tenderly and tied it with a pale green ribbon 
the same shade as the dress. She slipped in 
and placed the package on Sandra’s bed. On 
the package was a pretty card which said, 
“With all my love, Grandma.” 

At bedtime Sandra made the discovery. 
She opened the package quickly, not know- 
ing what to expect. She pulled out the dress 
and examined it with a mixture of grati- 
tude and dismay. It was wonderful of 
Qa to spend so much time on her, but 

here, oh where, could she wear such a 
dress? It was so old-fashioned! The girls 
would die laughing if they saw her in it. 
They would think she was up to some 
prank, just for fun. Grown-up people would 
think her mother had gone back to her 
childhood to imagine up such a monstrosity. 
Then she saw grandma's note pinned to the 
hem. It said, “For my best girl to wear at 
her aunt’s wedding. See you the last of 
June.” 

Sandra tossed the dress on a chair and 
dived head first for her pillow. What a prob- 
lem. There hadn't ever been a dilemma like 
it. What would mother say? 

She lay still for many minutes. When she 
was sure grandmother had gone to bed, she 
slipped downstairs to find her parents. She 
carried the dress over her arm. She handed 
the note she had found on the hem to her 
mother, who in turn handed it to father. The 
words couldn’t help escaping mother’s lips. 
“Oh, dear!” That was all, but those two 
words said exactly what she felt. 

“That's what I say,” Sandra moaned. “Can 
you imagine me wearing that old thing to a 
wedding?” 

If Sandra was dismayed, mother was 
equally perturbed. She looked to father for 
some ray of hope, but he had none. 

“Don’t worry,” she told Sandra. “Let us 
sleep on it.” 

“Do you think I could sleep with a thing 
like this weighing on my mind?” Sandra 

oaned. “I won’t even close my eyes all 
@:::: What about the lavender dress in my 
closet? Oh, surely this is a nightmare and 


I'll wake up in a minute. What am I going ° 


to do?” 

She tried to work something out so that 
she could wear the lavender dress to the 
wedding without offending grandma. But 
she could think of nothing. She felt as if a 
horrible trick had been played on her. 

The next morning she didn’t feel one bit 


hungry and hurried over to Susan’s house be- 
cause she couldn’t bear to face her grand- 
mother. At noon when she returned she 
and her mother stayed a long time in her 
mother’s room talking about the two 
dresses. Mother pointed out that there was 
absolutely no argument about which was the 
prettier, the more suitable dress for the oc- 
casion; but there was another side to the 
problem. Grandma Erickson’s feelings had 
to be considered. She had made the dress 
lovingly, as she did everything else for the 
members of her family. How disappointed 
would she be if Sandra refused to wear the 
crocheted dress and turned out in the laven- 
der and lace? 

“What would the people think?” Sandra 
asked. Mother reminded her that a wed- 
ding, from the ceremony to the end of the 
reception, lasted, at the most, two hours. If 
people were surprised about the green 
dress, they would either understand why she 
had worn it, or they would soon forget it. 
“But it’s up to you,” mother said, “to choose 
the most important way to take.” 

Whatever else happened, Sandra decided 
that she must thank her grandmother for 
the dress. That was the least she could do. 
And grandmother looked so happy when she 
thanked her that Sandra couldn’t bear to 
think of the wedding. She realized that 
grandmother certainly would be disap- 
pointed if she didn’t wear the crocheted 
dress. But, oh dear—did she have to? 

The girls wondered why Sandra became 
suddenly so silent about the lavender and 
lace, for she had certainly talked enough 
about it at first. 

All was hustle and bustle. Sandra threw 
herself into every job her mother could 
find for her to do. The reception was to be 
held in their home, and everything must 
be cleaned and polished. And there was so 
much to plan. 

But there was no joy in it for Sandra. The 
days before the wedding were gloom and 
darkness and despair. 

The church was packed and hushed when 
the Erickson family arrived, ten minutes be- 
fore the ceremony. Beverly and Sharon and 
Linda—in fact, most of Sandra’s friends— 
were sitting close to the aisle so they could 
get a perfect glimpse of the bride as she 
walked slowly up the aisle. 

They were there for another reason, too. 
They wanted to get a good close look at 
Sandra’s lavender dress. 
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Sandra knew they were there. She knew 
why they were there, too. 

She braced herself and marched in 
quickly. She looked straight ahead and tried 
to hide behind one of the relatives as she 
walked down the aisle. It was no use. As she 
passed the girls, they gasped, horrified, and 
tittered. Of course, she knew she couldn’t 
blame them. She would have done the same 
if one of them had been in her place. For, 
you see, Sandra had decided to wear the pale 
green dress. She had put grandma’s feelings 
before her own. She saw Beverly nudge 
Sharon, and she heard them whisper behind 
their hands as she pressed doggedly to her 
seat at the front. 

If the bride was beautiful, Sandra never 
knew it. Her wretchedness was so complete 
that she forgot she had once looked forward 
to the wedding. During the reception she 
found many little ways to help in the 
kitchen with the refreshments. Then she 
slipped away and baby-sat with the tiny 
children who might otherwise have beeh in 
the way. 

When finally the last guest was gone 
and grandma was safely resting in her room, 
Sandra raced upstairs and pulled off the silk 
dress. She hung it in the closet and slammed 
the door, half hoping it would never open 
again. She threw herself on her bed and 
burst into tears. When at last the humilia- 
tion was washed from her soul she felt much 
better. There was, however, one more thorn 
that would surely prick her flesh in the 
morning. The girls would want to know 
about the lavender and lace. She wasn’t 
sure if she ever wanted to see those girls 
again. Her mother came in to say good 
night. 

They went over the events of the day, as 
women like to do. At last mother said, “The 
proudest moment of my day was when I 
saw you come out of your room in the dress 
your grandma made for you. You looked to 
me much more beautiful than any bride. 
Grandma will never know all you went 
through, but I shall always remember.” 

Sandra had no way of knowing that her 
mother let the story of the green dress leak 
out to the mother of one of Sandra’s best 
friends. She was very surprised when Bev- 
erly said to her, some days later, “Sandra, I 
don’t know how you did it, but you were 
really wonderful wearing that dress for your 
grandma’s sake. I’m proud that you are my 
friend!” 
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Ayesha, Beloved of God 
From page 8 


“Inang”’—for the first time in her life she 
used the familiar word for “mother” in her 
own language—“Inang, I think if I could 
push the hate from my heart I might be- 
come a Christian.” 

“It is still troubling you, isn’t it?” the 
woman said. “You have got it just back- 
ward. When you become a Christian an 


‘give your heart and life over to God, 


will push the hate out of your heart. You 
can’t do it yourself. You are not strong 
enough.” 

All through the worship at the chief's 
house Ayesha sat, and with one ear she lis- 
tened to the service. With the other she lis- 
tened to the sounds from the village street 
outside. Perhaps her uncles would come 
back today. The thought darkened the 
morning with fear, and a black cloud hung 
over everything. All through that first Sab- 
bath day she felt distressed. 

In the evening the teacher was called out 
to see a sick man. When the children were 
in bed, the teacher’s wife sat with Ayesha in 
the pleasant front room. They were alone. 

“Now, this night, I am going to teach you 
to pray and I will teach you a song. This 
song is especially good for you, because it 
tells you something I want you to remem- 
ber always. 


ee 


Jesus loves me! this I know, 
For the Bible tells me so; 
Little ones to Him belong, 
They are weak, but He is strong. 


“*Yes, Jesus loves me, 
Yes, Jesus loves me; 
Yes, Jesus loves me, 
The Bible tells me so.” 


Over and over the woman sang the simple 
song until Ayesha could follow the Mal 
words. Then they knelt to pray, and for th 
first time Ayesha spoke to the living God as 


‘to her own grandfather. She had been at the 


teacher’s house for six days. 

When the market day came again the 
teacher decided that it would be best for 
him to go alone to Middle Gardens, because 
it would certainly not be a good thing to 
take Ayesha there, and it would not be good 
to leave her home alone. 
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He was gone all day, and when he re- 
turned that evening he had the weekly sup- 
ply of food and news. 

“The whole village of Middle Gardens is 
stirred over Ayesha’s leaving home,” he said. 
“There were plenty of sullen looks thrown 
at me today, and some persons who claim 
to be friendly advised me to get her back to 
her home as soon as possible if I knew what 
was best for my family.” 

“Did you take that as a threat?” his wife 
asked him. 

“Yes, but I am not disturbed about it. 
These Moslems will use every device to get 
Ayesha back, because it is a terrible blow to 
their pride for her to win such a victory.” 

They all sat looking at the teacher. He be- 
gan to smile, and then a broad grin spread 
over his face. 

“A strange thing happened today.” He 
shook his head in a puzzled way. “Ayesha’s 
grandfather, Hadji Mudin, met me at the 
market. He greeted me politely and asked 
if Ayesha was well and if she appeared to be 
happy in our house.” 

Ayesha jumped up. “There, it really was 
a lie. I knew it. I knew it. My grandfather 
wasn't sick at all. He is a good old man. He 
is very wise and he wants me to be happy 
and learn things.” 

“It looks as though he isn’t angry like 
your uncles. Either he is willing for you to 
be here or else he is playing a shrewd game 
with me.” 

The teacher sat up to a late supper, and 
Ayesha went to bed. She thought over the 
events of the past week. It seemed so long. 
So much had happened; but this night she 
went to bed with her own prayer and as she 
lay on her cot she tried to remember the 
words of the song the teacher’s wife had 
taught her the night after the Sabbath. 

On the following day the uncles came 
again. This time they brought the chief of 
Middle Gardens and several of the Moham- 
medan leaders from that village. They also 


Qe: the Christian chief from the village 


here they had worshiped on the Sabbath. 

Again Ayesha ran and hid. Again the 
teacher persuaded her to come out and talk 
with the men. 

This time there were no threats. Uncle 
Ali smiled in a friendly way and pulled a 
package out of his pocket. He opened it and 
showed Ayesha a sparkling gold necklace. 

“It will be yours,” he said, “as soon as you 
come home.” 





“MARRIAGE, LOVE, FRIENDS" 


June 


28. Prov. 14:12 Man’s way is not always right 
29. Prov. 29:27 The upright man does not choose 


evil companions 
30. Prov. 28:7 Result of forming wrong friendships 


FREEDOM—LIBERTY—SERVANTS 


July 
1. Ps. 119:45 Liberty through obedience 
2. Ps. 119:34 Observe the law with my whole 
heart 
3.1 Cor. 89 Let not your liberty cause others 
to stumble 
4. 2 Cor. 3:17 God's Spirit brings liberty 








Then Uncle Hassim smiled too. “We are 
arranging a marriage for you with the son of 
the richest merchant in Middle Gardens. 
Your dowry is already paid, and there are 
many beautiful things waiting for you at our 
house. We will celebrate the wedding at the 
Mohammedan New Year—only a couple of 
weeks from now.” 

“I will not go,” she said. “I am still very 
young. I have no wish to marry. I want to 
go to school and learn many useful things. 
I choose to stay right here with the teacher's 
family until the time comes when I can go 
to school.” 

Then the men’s faces clouded with anger. 
Uncle Hassim ground his teeth in rage. “I 
never saw such ingratitude and such stub- 
bornness. We will go back and tell your 
grandfather what you have said. You have 
spat in his face.” 

One by one the men filed out of the door 
and the backward looks they gave Ayesha 
were dark and menacing. 

The Christian village chief stayed after 
the others had left. He asked Ayesha to sit 
on the mat beside him. 

“Look, my daughter, you are in my village 
now, and I am partly responsible for what 
happens to you. Ours is a Christian village, 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conterenco 


Theme for third quarter: "Lessons Jesus Taught" 


!—Reverence and Honor 


(JULY 4) 


Memory VersE: “And he went down with them, 
and came to Nazareth, and was subject unto 
them” (Luke 2:51). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read in Luke 2:51, 52 the account of Christ’s 
relationship to His parents, and in John 19:25- 
27 how He cared for His mother at His death. 
Read also the story of how He cleansed the 
Temple as recorded in Mark 11:15-17. Learn the 
memory verse. Be sure to go over it each day. 


SUNDAY 
Jesus and His Parents 


Open your Bible to Luke 2. 


Have you ever known juniors who have the 
idea that they know more than their parents, 
that their parents are old-fashioned, and that 
they do not owe them any respect or honor? 
Such children are all too common, and they 
are a sign of the end of the world, for the Bible 
tells us that in the last days children will be 
disobedient to their parents. 

The Christian junior respects and honors his 
parents, for he is particular about keeping every 
one of the Ten Commandments. Repeat the fifth 
commandment (Ex. 20:12). 

Jesus as a boy was without sin, and had un- 
derstanding far above the average, yet He did 
not think this entitled Him to look down upon 
his humble parents. Read in verses 51 and 52 
what we are told about His attitude toward His 
earthly parents. 

“Jesus did not ignore His relation to His 
earthly parents. . .. For eighteen years after 
He had recognized that He was the Son of God, 
He acknowledged the tie that bound Him to 
the home at Nazareth, and performed the duties 
of a son, a brother, a friend, and a citizen.”— 
The Desire of Ages, p. 82. 
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For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
68, par. 3; p. 72, par 3. 

Tutnk! If Jesus in His perfection honored His 
parents, should not we in our imperfection 
honor ours? 

Pray to understand and appreciate the fifth 
commandment, and to be given grace to keep it. 


MONDAY 


Christ’s Teaching About Honoring Parents 


Open your Bible to Matthew 15. 


The scribes and Pharisees had through the 
years made endless rules and regulations about 
keeping the law of God. These only confused the 
people, however, and made the worship of God 
seem a burden, and commandment keeping im- 
possible. Read the question on the point of puri- 
fication and cleansing that the scribes and Phari- 
sees brought to Jesus one day, in verse 2. 

This does not mean that our Lord and His 
disciples never washed their hands, but that 
they did not observe the many petty regulations 
made by the scribes and Pharisees for purifica- 
tion. The scribes and Pharisees hoped to entangle 
Jesus by the question they asked. 

Jesus, however, took this opportunity to sho 
them that although they were particular about 
these man-made laws, they were neglecting the 
true law of God. Look in verses 3 to 9 and see 
what He accused them of. 

The vow of “Corban” was used as a cover to 
neglect the honoring of parents. By tradition, 
a Jew could make the vow of Corban. This meant 
that he promised that after his death all his 
property would go to the Temple, and because 
of this he was excused from giving his parents 
any support. 

“An undutiful child had only to pronounce the 
word ‘Corban’ over his property, thus devoting 











it to God, and he could retain it for his own use 
during his lifetime, and after his death it was 
to be appropriated to the temple service. Thus 
he was at liberty, both in life and in death, to 
dishonor and defraud his parents, under cover 
of a pretended devotion to God.”—The Desire 
of Ages, p. 397. 

Our Lord showed up the insincerity of the 
scribes and Pharisees, and pointed out that while 
they were quibbling about something that was 
not even in the law of God, they were breaking 
one of the Ten Commandments. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, pp. 
395, 396. 


TuHInK! Are you depriving your parents of 


ome care or honor that is due them? 
Pray to have your eyes opened to what you 
c 





an do to make your parents’ lives easier and 
happier. 


TUESDAY 
Our Lord's Care for His Mother 


Open your Bible to John 19. 


For thirty years Jesus lived with His mother. 
Always by word and deed He showed her respect. 
Always He considered her needs and lightened 
her heavy burdens. 

When at the end of His three and a half years 
of public ministry He hung upon the cross on 
the hill of Calvary, Mary came and looked with 
a heavy heart on her beloved Son in His suffer- 
ing. 

Jesus might have been excused had He in 
His intense suffering not noticed His mother 
there. Some might have said that His own sor- 
rows were so great that He could not be expected 
to consider her needs. But He was a loving Son 
to the end. 





CARL BLOCK, ARTIST 


Jesus telling the traders to get out of the Temple. 


Beside Mary was a little group of trusted 
friends—Mary, the wife of Cleopas, Mary Mag- 
dalene, and John, the “disciple whom Jesus 
loved.” 

Find in verses 25 to 27 how Jesus committed 
the care of His mother to one of the disciples 
who had been closest to Him. 

“Thus He [Jesus] provided for her that which 
she most needed,—the tender sympathy of one 
who loved her because she loved Jesus. And in 
receiving her as a sacred trust, John was re- 
ceiving a great blessing. She was a constant 
reminder of his beloved Master.”—The Desire 
of Ages, p. 752. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p. 752, pars. 2, 3. 

THINK! How often do you consider your mother 
and what you can do to make her happy—on 
Mother’s Day, or every day? 


Pray to be a more considerate son or daughter. 
WEDNESDAY 
Christ Teaches Reverence for God’s Temple 
Open your Bible to John 2. 


Right after performing His first miracle— 
turning the water into wine at the marriage 
feast—Jesus went with a group of worshipers 
to the Temple in Jerusalem for the celebration 
of the Passover feast. What He saw there in that 
holy, dedicated building grieved His heart. You 
can read about what was going on there in 
verses 13 and 14. 

The worshipers, coming long distances, were 
not always able to bring with them the animal 
required for a sacrifice; so lambs and other ani- 
mals were sold at the Temple by dealers. The 
wily priests made big money out of the sales. 

Every Jew was expected to bring half a 
shekel “ransom money” for the upkeep of the 
Temple each year, and he brought other money 
offerings as well. The leaders made a rule that 
only a special coin could be accepted in the 
Temple, so when the worshipers arrived they 
had to exchange their common currency for 
the Temple shekel. However, the priests charged 
them more than a shekel for the Temple shekel, 
and made money out of the transaction. 

Jesus was greatly distressed by what He 
saw. The Temple services had been designed to 
teach the plan of salvation and the love and 
care of God, but the greed of the priests and 
their dishonest practices gave a false idea of 
the great and loving God they pretended to serve. 

The presence of Jesus, His look of concern 
and indignation, condemned the priests. Verses 
15 and 16 will tell you what our Lord did and 
said, 

Jesus did not strike anyone with the whip 
He made, but His divinity was felt by all who 
saw Him, and they were afraid because of their 
evil ways. 

“Soon the tumultuous throng with their mer- 
chandise are far removed from the temple of 
the Lord. The courts are free from unholy traffic, 
and a deep silence and solemnity settles upon 
the scene of confusion. The presence of the Lord, 
that of old sanctified the mount, has now made 
sacred the temple reared in His honor.’’—The 
Desire of Ages, pp. 158-161. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
157, pars. 2-4; p. 158. 

THINK! What commandment do you think the 
priests were breaking by permitting these 
money-making practices in the Temple? 


Pray to give the house of God, however hum- 
ble, the reverence due to it as God’s dwelling 


place. 
THURSDAY 
Christ Cleanses the Temple a Second Time 


JUNE 24, 1959 / 21 


Open your Bible to Mark 11. 


It was not long before the Temple leaders re- 
turned to their wrong practices of making money 
at the expense of the worshipers. They began to 
wonder why they had let one Man put such fear 
into them. Things got worse instead of better, 
and the greed of the priests was made even more 
apparent. 

The slaying of an animal as part of the serv- 
ice was to teach the plan of salvation—how sin 
had made the shedding of blood necessary, and 
how One was to shed His blood for our sins. 
The Jewish leaders, however, multiplied the 
number of animal sacrifices to be offered, so that 
the Temple presented a scene comparable to a 
slaughterhouse. This was not God’s plan. It was 
not the shedding of blood, but repentance of 
heart and an acceptance of Christ’s sacrifice that 
God wanted, and this was not emphasized by the 
priests. 

When for the last time Jesus entered Jeru- 
salem and saw again how the leaders were giving 
the wrong impression of the way of salvation, 
He could not keep silent. Read in verses 15 to 
17 what Jesus said and did on this occasion. 

“They [the priests] were now more terrified 
than before, and in greater haste to obey His 
command. There were none who dared question 
His authority. Priests and traders fled from 
His presence, driving their cattle before them.” 
—The Desire of Ages, p. 592. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, pp. 
590, 591. 


TuHtnk! Are you acting today in such a way 
that you will not be afraid to face Jesus? Are 
you doing anything in God’s house of worship 
that would displease Jesus? 

Pray to treat with respect and honor all that 
belongs to and teaches of God. 


FRIDAY 


When was this said of Jesus? 

1. “And he went down with them, and came 
to Nazareth, and was subject unto them” (Luke 
2:51). 

2. “And when he had made a scourge of 
small cords, he drove them all out of the temple” 
(John 2:15). 

3. “And they come to Jerusalem: and Jesus 
went into the temple, and began to cast out 
them that sold and bought in the temple” (Mark 
11:15). 


WHEN did Jesus say? 

1. “Honour thy father and mother” (Matt. 
15:4). 

2. “Thus have ye made the commandment of 
God of none effect by your tradition” (Matt. 
15:6). 

3. “Woman, behold thy son!” (John 19:26). 

4. “Behold thy mother!” (John 19:27). 


5. “Take these things hence; make not my 
Father’s house an house of merchandise” (John 
716). 


6. “Is it not written, My house shall be called 
of all nations the house of prayer? but ye have 
made it a den of thieves” (Mark 11:17). 

Review the memory verse. 

Read Maxwell’s The Bible Story, vol. 7, pp. 63- 
90; 134-138. 





Ayesha, Beloved of God 
From page 19 


as you know. I am a Christian. The wor- 
ship is held in my house sometimes on the 
Sabbath, but we know what the law says.” 

“What does the law say?” Ayesha asked 

“The law says that no one can be forced 
or persuaded to give up the Mohammedan 
faith. Has anyone persuaded you?” 

Ayesha thought for a minute. “No, no 
one has persuaded me. I decided to become 
a Christian before I ever came here. I came 
because I had already decided.” 

“Then what made you decide?” 

Ayesha thought for a long time. “I think 
it was something my uncle said. He said, 
‘Their God died on a cross of wood.’” 

The chief scratched his head in perplex- 
ity, “Why would that make you want to be a 
Christian?” 

“Because I knew that the Christian’s God 
had been alive, and when I found out why 
He died and how He rose from the dead, 
then I knew that I must worship Him.” 

“Now, let’s get to the bottom of this 
thing. The Islam people worship Allah. Is 
He not a living God?” 

“Yes, He is the same living God that the 
Christians worship; but they follow Moham- 
med, and Mohammed is dead. We follow 
Jesus, and He lives.” 

“I see that your mind is settled.” The 
chief rose to go. “But I warn you this is just 
the beginning of trouble. You know that?” 

“I know,” Ayesha said and went into the 
house. 

(To be continued) 
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QUIZZES for Sabbath Afternoon 


JOSEPH (Genesis 37:3) 

JAEL (Judges 4:21) 

HEZEKIAH (Isaiah 38:4-8) 

WIDOW OF ZAREPHATH (1 Kings 17:9, 16) 
MOSES (Exodus 4:4) 

RAHAB (Joshua 2:18) 

AARON (Numbers 17:8) 

ELIJAH (1 Kings 17:1-7) 


ee 


Draw a Line 
By MARGARET D. CLARKE 


Draw a line from the name to the drawing it is associated with. You may look up the Bible texts first if 
you need to. 








4. If Aaron and Moses were brothers use “S” in the 
fourth square; if not, use “P”. 

5. If Jonah was swallowed by a large fish, put “O’ 
in the fifth square; if not, use “I”. 

6. If Daniel was thrown into a den of lions, put “N” 
in the sixth square; if not, use “B”. 





























Bible Squares 
Sq If you selected the correct answers you have 


1. If God let Moses view the Promised Land before  SPelled the name of a strong judge. 
— Fae put “S” in the first square; if not, use ANSWERS 


2. If Joseph had a coat of many colors, put “A” in “uosuieg :sasenbs a1q!g 
the second square; if not use “E”. pm Ae or Te ay Fi at mad 

ae Abel _ was a shepherd put “M” in the third yyeydasez JO MOpIAK ‘yeip uns—yeryazay ‘yreu y Byam 

square; if not, use “N”. -wey—jae{ ‘siojo> Auew jo yeo2—ydaso{ :auly] e mesg 


24 {| JUNIOR GUIDE 








